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How Death Became Life: 


May Now Be Revealed 


By Catherine de Hueck 
Death was born on a flaming day. At least that was 


the way she remembered it. 


For when she came forth, 


full-grown, into the world, it was lighted with all the colors 
of fire. The light seemed to come from a sword an immense 
angel held aloft, guarding a door that led — she knew 


not where. 
The First Victim 

At first Death felt a 
stranger on earth. She wan- 
dered around about it, at a 
loss. Then, one day, she saw 
a beautiful bird with a plum- 
age of snowy white. Gently 
she walked up to it, and 
stretched out her hand to 
feel the softness of its feath- 
ers that shone so vividly in 
the sun. 

No sooner had her fingers 
touched it than the bird fell 
at her feet, still and cold. 

Death picked it up, won- 
dering why it had stopped 
singing, stopped living. ‘That 
was how she discovered her 
dreaded power, and how she 
understood why she was 
born on that flaming day. 

Slowly the years fell into 
eternity, where all time goes. 
Death walked through them, 
touching now this animal 
now that bird or fish or 
flower. She knew by then the 
whole earth well. She had 
noticed that on it dwelled a 
creature called man, who 
still held in his face a 
strange reflection of God. It 
was as though he had been 
made in the image of God. 

Death took a long, long 
time to touch man. But one 
day she did — and saw him 
shudder. He cried out, and 
became as still and cold as 
the first white bird. 

Death Claims All 

On that day Death tasted 
the fullness of her awesome 
power. But also on that day, 
she knew loneliness to its 
very last bitter drop. ; 

From then on, as centuries 
became thousands of years 
Death claimed all living 
things for her own. 

Yet there was in her a 
hunger that grew. For, in her 
silent kingdom, nothing 
stayed. All living things 
crumbled and became dust. 
And she was left alone with 
loneliness again. 

There were days... years 
... decades ... when Death 
went mad with loneliness... 
mad with the desire to have 
and to hold . . . to call some- 
one her own. 

These were the years of 
great plagues, of storms and 
floods. With tears flowing 
down her emaciated cheeks, 
Death criss-crossed all the 
earth with a swiftness born 
of her frenzied hunger... 
and, throwing herself at the 
children of men, embraced 
them passionately . . . hoping 
against hope to hear a kind 
word, or see a smile that 
would lift the pall of lone- 
liness that shrouded her 
from all living things and 
held her tighter and con- 
stantly tighter. 





Death Not Popular 

Men feared Death above 
all things. They shrank from 
her approach. They invented 
thousands of legends about 
her being incapable of really 
harming them. They con- 
jured a life after death, 
which would resemble the 
life they were used to. 

Slowly these legends grew 
into religions, and beliefs— 
all centered on ways and 
means of escaping Death’s 
clammy embrace. 

Their efforts left a wide 
trail on earth, which is being 
found by other men who dig 
in her bowels just to find 
that trail. 

Death kept walking the 
earth. At times she smiled 
at men’s fear of her and en- 
joyed her power. At other 
times she wept bitterly, not 
only because she was so 
lonely, but also because she 
sensed that some unknown 
part of man always escaped 
her. 

One day, tired and weary, 
she sat on a hill beneath 
three crosses, on which three 
men were hanging. She did 
not feel like looking at, or 
touching, any one of these. 
She was too tired, too lonely, 
too disconsolate. She just sat 
there, with her weary head 
in her hands and wept slow 
big tears, mourning her 
alone-ness. 

Death Glimpses Life 

Then suddenly she heard a 
voice softly saying, “I 
THIRST.” She looked up. 
Her gaze met two fathomless 
eyes. From their depths a 
brilliant light, and a warmth 
— the like she had never 
known — engulfed her. 

Instantly she stood, rigid 
and erect, thin and tall. A 
few paces away was the Man 
— hanging between the two 
others. She did not dare to 
touch Him, though she 
wanted to more than she 
ever had wanted to touch 
anyone else. 

Resolutely she put her 
hands behind her back and 
looked as if she never could 
look enough at the wonder- 
ful, yet bleeding and dis- 
figured, Face. 

She heard Him speak short 
little sentences. Each word 
she locked in her heart. She 
savoured them. The echo of 
His voice, weak with pain 
ai sorrow, moved her deep- 
y. 
Then He was silent. But 


-His eyes called to Her in a 


worldless message. She did 
not know how it happened; 
but gently she touched His 
cheek. He seemed to smile 
for her alone. Then, like all 
the others, He closed His eyes 





and became 
cold! 
Death Becomes Life 

She could not believe it. 
For, somehow, she knew 
without knowing that He| 
was different from all others. | 
So she stayed. She saw Him| 
taken down from the Cross. | 
She saw His mother holding 
His lifeless body in her arms, 
and cradling His white face 
against her bosom. 


THE SOWER 
\ 
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She saw Him borne into 
a tomb in a cave. She saw 
some soldiers rolling a heavy 
stone against the entrance 
to it. 

Then, fleet of foot and 
noiseless as only Death could 
be, she entered the cave be- 
fore the stone had sealed it. 

What passed between Him 
and her during the time of 
His entombment no human 
being will ever know. One 
thing is certain. On that first 
Easter morning when the 
women came and found the 
tomb empty, Death was not 
there. 

But those who have seen 
Death since, with the eyes 
of Faith, know that she is 
beautiful, and that her touch 
brings life not death. For 
now she is God’s messenger 
of love to souls. And love is 
life. And Death is the loving 
gate of life everlasting... 
herself alive! 





For Your 
Information 











Frank Winke, 67829 Main 
St., Richmond, Mich., writes 
to say he repairs rosaries for 
Catholic missions as a hob- 
by; and he wants people to 
know about it. He wants 
people to send him not only 
Rosaries but also chains, 
crosses, badges, medals, 
small statues, and other 
things. He repairs anything 
that needs repairing, he says. 
He adds that one _ should 
mark each package “no com- 
mercial value” — for the 
benefit of the Customs 


people. 





lifeless and Maryhouse Truck Due _ 


About Now In Yukon 


About the time this issue is mailed to its subscribers, 
a well-loaded blue truck will be turning off the Alcan 
Highway, in Whitehorse, Yukon Territory, to stop in front 
of the mission house of Our Lady of Guadalupe — Mary- 
house — the new branch of Friendship House’s Canadian 


Province. 

Perhaps Mamie Legris will 
be at the wheel, as she was 
when the truck left Madon- 
na House, Combermeére, 4,000 
miles away, on the morning 
of May 8, the feast of St. 
Michael the Archangel. And 
it is possible there will again 
be tears in her eyes, the 
same tears of joy and sorrow 
that both dimmed and 
brightened them when she 
drove away. 

Three In A Row 

And, no doubt, Kathleen 
O’Herin and Louis Stoeckle 
will be sitting on the front 
seat with her, sharing her 
emotions. It would be almost 
inhuman to be calm at the 
first sight of their new home 
—especially after so long and 
venturesome a trip. 

It would be almost inde- 
cent not to feel some lone- 
someness for those left be- 
hind on that May morning. 

And it would be almost 
supernatural not to feel some 
thrill of accomplishment, 
some sense of strangeness, 
and some conviction that the 
new life would be more diffi- 
cult than one had imagined. 

The three first lay Catho- 
lic missionaries to be sent 
into the arctic regions of the 
far Northwest, left early on 
a rainy Saturday morning, 
after a Mass celebrated in 
honor of the great angel — 
who was invited to go with 
them — and after a quick 
breakfast. 

Miss Legris, Mrs. O’Herin, 
and Mr. Stoeckle, it was dis- 
covered, were in the chapel 
quite a time before any 
others of the Madonna 
House family appeared for 
Mass. It was suspected not 
one of them had slept well. 
It was believed each had 
risen before dawn, to make 
sure that everything was 
packed, and ready — and 
that nothing was forgotten. 

Louis At The Altar 

Father J. T. Callahan said 
the Mass of St. Michael. 
Louis Stoeckle served it. The 
young men at Madonna 
House do not exactly fight 
for the privilege of servin 
Mass every .morning, bu 
they do insist on their rights 
to serve when it is their time. 
On this occasion no one dis- 
puted Louis’ rights or priv- 
ileges. 

Louis’ father, incidentally, 
was in the congregation that 
morning. He had come up 
from Toronto on Friday 
evening. And he remained 
with us until late Sunday. 

Afterwards, and just be- 
fore breakfast, the Mass for 
Pilgrims and Travellers was 
read aloud. This is the Mass 
that would have been said, 





had not that of St. Michael 
superseded it. Parts of it are 
given here — copied out of 
the Missal Louis forgot. 

“Redeem me, O Lord, and 
have mercy on me; for my 
foot has stood in the direct 
way ... direct the way of 
Thy servants... Jacob, being 
departed from _ Bersabee, 
went on to Haran ... If I 
should walk in the midst of 
the shadow of death, I will 
fear no evils; for Thou art 
with me, O Lord. .. God has 
given His angels charge over 
Thee . . . I rejoiced at the 
things that were said to me; 
we shall go into the house 
of the Lord, Alleluia... At 
that time Jesus said to His 
disciples, “And as you go, 
preach the message, ‘The 
kingdom of heaven is at 
hand.’ . . . Perfect Thou my 
goings in Thy paths, that 
my footsteps be not moved 
... deign to send Thy grace 
before them to guide their 
steps, and to let it follow 
after them to accompany 
them in their path, so that 
by Thy merciful protection 
we may rejoice in their pro- 
gress and in their safety .. ” 

Lots of Farewells 

An “open house” had been 
held for the missionaries 
on Sunday afternoon; and 
dozens of friends had come 
to speed them on their way, 
and to present them with 
many gifts. On Wednesday 
there was a “surprise party,” 
which brought more fare- 
wells and more farewell pres- 
ents. And there was still a 
large gathering in Madonna 
House when the time came 
for the truck to start. 

As usual, they were given 
the “Madonna House good- 
bye.” The “B” said the Hail 
Mary “for the departing 
souls.” All around her Staff 
Workers and visitors and 
guests joined in the prayer. 
Everybody who had a cam- 
era used it to snap pictures 
of everybody else. The cam- 
era eyes, it appeared, were 
the only ones that had no 
tears in them. (It is fre- 
quently that way.) Father 
Callahan, and Mr. Kenwood, 
the local Anglican minister, 
gave their blessing. And the 
dogs barked mournfully. 

A departing guest once 
said, “Your goodbyes are 
gooey, but I love you just 
the same.” 

Finally the yellow home- 
made tarpaulin was made 
fast and the departing three 
got into the truck. The 
others began to sing the tra- 
diitional “parting song,” 
Salve Mater Misericordiae. 
a the house bell began to 
oll. 

. (Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


This is the month of the Sacred Heart. 


‘The Sacred Heart of Christ . . . symbol of His 
love for us. How we need it in this day of darkness and 
fears! 

It is a strange heart, this heart of the God-Man, 
opened with the lance of a Roman soldier. 


It is a door which opens unto repose .. . a word 
that our restless, seeking, frustrated century knows 
so little about. The repose of the spirit of man in the 
Heart of his God. A repose that brings strength, peace, 
and joy even in the tribulations of our day. A repose 
that permeates the soul of man with the Charity of 
Christ, and sets his house in order, so that recollected 
and tranquil, he goes about the business of living 
in the light and the freedom of a true child of God. 


It is the school of love — that Heart of the 
Lord. The lance opened it wide for anyone wishing to 
learn all about loving. 


We need to learn. For hate rules the world; 
hate and its child, fear. Perfect love alone can cast 
out all fears. 


Sorely we need today to recast our values. We 
need to stop making a thousand false gods unto our- 
selves. In need to enter the heart of the One and 
True God — we need to begin to love Him, so that 
we can also love our neighbor — for in those loves 
alone lies our salvation. Without these loves we shall 
perish. 


It is a flame, this heart of the Son of Man, a 
flame that we must warm ourselves at, penetrate 
deeply into. It will cleanse us from the dross of our 
paganism, materialism, secularism, from our selfish- 
ness and our greed. 


It will do so without burning us. It will act 
gently ... lovingly. We shall be made new and whole 
within its caressing fire. We shall be able then to 
arise and begin to renew the face of the earth, restor- 
ing all things on it to Christ the Lord. 


It is the hallway of heaven .. . this Sacred | 
Heart of the Lord of Hosts. Here, better than any place 
else, we can see the face of the Holy Three, and learn 
the secrets of the King. And learn we must if we 
desire to serve Him well, and love Him as He should 
be loved, so as to be with Him for eternity. 


June is the month dedicated to the Sacred 
Heart... the lonely, loving Heart of God that desires, 
with such an infinite desire, to be loved back. 


Let us begin to love Him. Let us begin to con- 
sole Him. Let us begin to bring Him souls for whom 
He thirsts so much. Let our prayer be one of love. 
Let us offer our lives back to Him who gave His for us. 


Let us do all things, no matter how small, nor 
how big, for love of Him. Let our little prayer always 
be—THIS (offering ... act... suffering .. . work) 
TOO FOR YOUR WORK OF LOVE. 


If we do this—then the dark shadows of our 
days will be lifted . . . and we shall dwell in the land 
of peace and know LOVE forever! 


= i == 














Thoughts blossom in the 
silence of the chapel as tril- 
liums bloom in the stillness 
of the woods. 

It was May 5th, the feast 
of the “solemnity of St. 
Joseph”; and I thought of 
Fr. James _ O’Loughlen’s 
story about how St. Joseph 
fooled the devil. And I 
thought also of Fr. John 
Kelly’s story about the 
young Man who had fasted 
forty days and nights in the 
desert. 

The Tempting of Christ 
The Man _ was, naturaly, 
hungry and thirsty and 
weak. he was in the right 
state for temptation. So the 
devil came to tempt Him. 
There was something odd 
about this Man. There al- 
ways had been, ever since 
the angels sang above the 
stable in which He was born. 
The master of hell had never 
quite dared to investigate his 
suspicions about Him; they 
might prove correct. But 
there was no time like the 
present. 

So he pussyfooted up to 
the Man, assumed a benevol- 
ent sort of smile, and sug- 
getsed — in a _ neighborly 
sort of fashion — that the 
Man turn a few stones into 
bread, if He were really the 
Son of God. 

The Man turned the tempt- 
er away with a soft answer. 

He would not make bread 
out of stones to feed Himself. 
Yet the time would come 
when He would turn bread 
into His Own Body, that He 
might feed His loved ones— 
and thus save them from 
Satan. 

He told the devil it was 
written, “Not in bread alone 
doth man live; but in every 
word that proceedeth from 
the mouth of God.” 

The devil is a good sales- 
man. A good salesman is 
never rebuffed. He always 
comes back for more. The 
devil took the Man to the 
pinnacle of the Temple, and 
dared Him to prove His di- 
vinity by jumping off. It was 
written, he reminded the 
Man, that “angels would 
bear Him up lest He dash 
His foot against a stone.” 

Those Bible Shouters 

He can quote scripture 
even more glibly than those 
queer long-haired, speakers 
one encounters now and 
then on hot summer even- 
ings in the big cities. 

The Man would not throw 
Himself down. Why should 
He? He was not trying to 
impress the devil with His 
powers. He didn’t have to. 

It was the children of men 
He wanted to impress. And 
He knew better ways of do- 
ing that than by leaping off 
a tower. 

Yet there would be mil- 
lions and millions of times 
when He would cast Himself 
headlong down from the 
highest heavens at the bid- 
ding of even the least worthy 
of His priests — that He 
might be the “Bread” of His 
beloved. 

The baffled salesman next 
took his prospective client 
to the top of a high moun- 
tain. (It is never any trouble 
to show goods.) He let the 
Man see all the kingdoms of 
the. world and the glory of 
them. And he promised to 
give him these if, falling 
down on His knees, “the poor 
dupe” would adore him 
What mortal creature, 


Satan thought, would mind 
a little grovelling for all that 
wealth and ~power? What 
man with any git-up-and-go 














to him would hesitate about 
mumbling a few ingratiating 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie. Doherty 








words, whether he meant 
them or not? 
Then Came Th Dawn 

It was only then he learn- 
ed, beyond any doubt, and 
to his eternal embarrass- 
ment and dismay that the 
Man he had picked for a 
sucker was none other than 
the Maker and Owner of the 
world! What divine irony! 
Satan still turns into a mil- 
lion spitting adders when he 
is reminded of this cosmic 
humiliation and defeat. He 
spits venom on himself in 
every hooded body, and bites 
himself in every scaly tail. 

He had not knewn “for 
certain” that Christ was God 
and the Son of God — a 
truth he tries to keep the 
modern world from knowing, 
or acknowledging. St. Jo- 
seph, by marrying the Virgin 
Mother had convinced the 
devil that he was the father 
of the Holy Child. 

Satan knew that the Mes- 
siah would be born of a Vir- 
gin. He did not know Mary 
was that Virgin. All he knew 
was that there was a “very 
peculiar” family in Nazareth, 
one that shunned him com- 
pletely, and one he dared 
not — for some incompre- 
hensible reason — even ap- 
proach. And it had taken 
him thirty years or so to find 
out the truth! 

His Only Excuse — Fury 

He can excuse himself, to 
himself, for his blunder on 
Calvary, on the ground of his 
mad fury. But he can neith- 
er excuse nor forgive himself 
for the blunder of the temp- 
tation — nor can he excuse 
nor forgive St. Joseph, who, 
he feels, was responsible for 
his unforgettable humilia- 
tion. 

He had owned the world 
until that time, and had 
ruled it, without much com- 
petition. He had offered it 
to that hungry and thirsty 
and worn out Stranger as a 
bribe, a jest, a bait, a trap— 
and the Stranger, Who had 
made it, and Who kept it 
hurtling through space, had 
taken it back for Himself! 
And He said, curtly “Begone, 
Satan.” As one might speak 
to a dog! 

He had even taken the 
calendar away from Satan. 
Look at it. What year is it? 
It is 1954 A.D. That A.D. 
means “anno Domini,” the 
year of the Lord! 

That St. Joseph! 

Some writers believe St. 
Joseph took Satan’s place in 
heaven. Satan was called 
Lucifer before he rebelled. 
He was the brightest angel 
in all God’s realms; and his 
throne was the closest to 
that of the Almighty. 

The Devil Shuns Him 

It is bad enough for the 
devil to reflect that a mere 
carpenter has stolen all his 
glory. It is worse to remem- 
ber that the same man so 
terribly fooled him. 

I thought, one thought 
leading to another — as one 
clump of white violets leads 
a child to another and an- 
other and another I 
thought that the one saint 
in heaven Satan wouldn’t 
care to meet would be St. 
Joseph. The saint might 


show some signs of his tri- 
umph; and that is something 
no devil could stand. 


And I thought that, this 
being so, the closer one got 


to St. Joseph, the further the 
devil would keep away from 
him. Talk about fire insur- 
ance! What more could you 





want? 


The B’s Corner 


MY THOUGHTS ARE 
THOUGHTS OF GRATI- 
TUDE. I have just come back 
from our chapel, where I 
truly beseeched Mary and 
Her divine Son to thank, in 
our stead, the hundreds of 
wonderful people who have 
made our new foundation, 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yu- 
kon, a reality. 

True, His Excellency, 
Bishop J. L. Coudert, O.M.I., 
laid its foundation by offici- 
ally inviting us to come and 
take charge of his mission 
house there, and start our 
Lay Apostolate of Catholic 
Action through it in his 
vicariate. 

We're All Poor, Thanks 

But Bishop Coudert is 
poor. His needs are immense. 
His territory covers three 
hundred thousand sq. miles 
in the immense arctic reg- 
ions of our Canadian North. 
He has only’ twenty-two 
priests working in it. And he 
needs the little that comes 
to him many times over. So 
he could not give us much. 
Nor did we want him to help 
us financially. It is one of 
the rules of our Apostolate 
to support ourselves through 
begging. 

It is not easy to be a beg- 
gar, even for Christ’s sake. 
But if one is dedicated to 
live the counsels of perfect- 
ion, one of which is POV- 
ERTY, how else can one exist 
and help those one has been 
called to help? 

It is seldom I make public 
confessions. Yet once in a 
while it is good for the soul 
to do so. Hence I confess that 
begging has always been ex- 
ceedingly hard for me. Yes 
for me... who have begged 
these twenty-three and a 
half years for all the Friend- 
ship Houses that, through 
the mercy and grace of God, 
I have helped to found. And 
I guess I will continue to do 
so while I have a breath of 
life left in me. 

The Will of God 

It is part and parcel of 
my — our — vocation. God 
wants it thus... and His will 
is my sanctification. But 
being human, I still go 
through the pains of it... 
oh, willingly . . . because I 
love Him and His will... and 
because I know that unless 
I beg, the many works that 
we do... and the Staff that 
does them .. . will be unable 
to exist, and continue in the 
Apostolate. 

Still .. . there are the long 
hours of preparation for the 
next BEGGING LETTER. 
There are the prayers for 
courage .. . for perseverance 
in that constant begging. 
There is that wordless cry 
in the night of a soul to God 
and His gracious Mother... 
for words to beg with. And 
then there is that strange 
time before the typewriter— 
when the whole weight of 
“begging” bows me down, 
like a huge rough cross, and 
crushes me to the ground as 
it were — that time when 
words that were prayed for 
so fervently, at first seem 
slow in coming .. . and when 
they do come seem always so 
inadequate! 

That is one side of the 
begging ... but there is an- 
other. There is the joy of 
beholding the charity of so 
many wonderful people. 
There is the gladness of see- 
ing mounds of bills, con- 
tracted for -Christ’s sake, 
being paid off. And there is 
the knowledge — that is a 
benediction — of seeing a 
new branch of our humble 














Apostolate being born be- 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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So many friends have in- 
quired about “our day”... 
our work, and works, the 
geography of the place, and 
the plans of the house... 
that we have decided to 
devote this column, for a 
while, to a sort of con- 
ducted tour. 

A Big Little Town 

Where is Combermere? 
Combermere, a little village 
somewhat away from the 
main stream of life, though 
located on Highway 62, is m 
the Province of Ontario, in 
its beautiful Ottawa Valley, 
some forty miles from one 
of its celebrated national 
parks — Algonquin Park. 

The Magic River 

It is located on the historic 
Madawaska river that was 
the “path” of the Algonquin 
Indians, in the days of old, 
as well as the path to them 
of the holy Jesuit martyrs. 

The nearest towns are 
Bancroft and Peterboro, on 
one side; and Renfrew and 
Pembroke on the other. The 
nearest railway station is 
Barry’s Bay, some twelve 
miles to the north. 

It is a fishing and hunting 
paradise, summer and fall. 
But it is a lovely place to 
live in all year round. A cozy, 
homey place; with good 
neighbors. It boasts of a long 
history, as histories go in 
the New World. 

It used to be a trappers’ 
hunting ground, and there is 
an inn, about 125 years old, 
that catered to them and the 
early lumberjacks. Today it 
is one of our family of 
“houses.” It is now used to 
accommodate visitors to our 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action, for its 15 rooms lend 
themselves well to dormitory 
arrangements. 

We named it after St. 
Joseph. It used to be the 
O’Brien hotel. (Two log cab- 
ins in the village proper be- 
long to pioneers and are also 
more than a hundred years 
old.) 

It Is Spread Out 

The population of the vil- 
lage is around a hundred, or 
a little over. But the forests 
and the hills — ours are in 
the tail end of the Lauren- 
tians — hide many farms, 
or homes of men engaged in 
the lumbering business that 
still flourishes here. And the 
back roads, lead to other 
small little villages, and to 
old-fashioned rural schools. 

Our parish church, dedi- 
cated to the Sacred Heart, 
its nice church hall, a two- 
room grammar school, a 
lovely shrine standing on a 
hill and dedicated to the 
Jesuit Martyrs, and a truly 
wonderful High School run 
by the good religious of the 
Order of the Faithful Com- 
panion of Jesus and Mary, 
form a little village by 
themselves and add much to 
the scenic beauty of the 
surroundings. 

Many lodges serve the 
ever-increasing tourist trade, 
which swells our population 
in the summer months to 
many hundred. A bus service 
is available from Toronto, 
Ottawa, and Montreal. The 
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first two pass right through 
Combermere. The last comes 
as far as Barry’s Bay. The 
roads are good for motor 
travelling; and a daily train 
from Ottawa (daily except 
Sundays) serves the country- 
side. So we are not too 
isolated. 
House And Houses 

Madonna House itself, 
with its little family of 
houses and cottages, is about 
half-way between the village 
and the parish church, and 
is located on a secondary, 
but very beautiful, country 
road. Besides Madonna 
House itself, there are St. 
Joseph’s House, St. Martha’s, 
right across the road, Bl. 
Martin’s, St. Veronica’s, and 
St. Peter’s. 


Across a wooden bridge 
that connects the mainland 
to an island — part of which 
we own — stands St. Cather- 
ine of Sienna’s log cabin. 

The grounds border on the 
wide blue Madawaska, and 
are considered among the 
beauty spots of the region. 


Madonna House, originally 
built by a Russian architect, 
has eight rooms. Downstairs 
are the office of the librar- 
ian, the children’s library, 
the kitchen, and halls, and a 
very large dining-recreation 
room. Upstairs it has. the 
chapel dedicated to Our 
Lady of the Immaculate 
Conception, two bedrooms, a 
bathroom, and a dispensary 
— where I also have my 
office. 

The roomy basements are 
used for the laundry, for a 
wood supply for the furnace, 
for a vegetable store house, 
and for a dormitory for the 
male Staff Workers and vol- 
unteers as well as for the 
“work and maintenance” 
shop. 

Garage and Work Room 

Bl. Martin’s cottage has 
two functions. It serves in 
part as a garage, and in part 
— winterized and comfort- 
able — as a room for Eddie 
to write his books in. 

St. Veronica houses our 
all-year-round “guests,” sent 
to us by Christ for reasons 
known only to Himself. 

St. Peter’s takes the over- 
flow of female Staff in the 
winter, also week-end guests, 
and perhaps some summer 
volunteers. 

St. Catherine’s is for 
priests. Once in a while it 
doubles as a honeymoon cot- 
tage. Many of our friends 
have come here for that joy- 
ous time. 

St. Martha’s is a busy 
place. Its basement is our 
clothing center — open all- 
year-round to serve those in 
need. The first floor is an 
office. From there this paper 
is mailed monthly to you. It 
is also a sewing room. The 
second floor — a dormitory 
— is for the female Staff 
Workers, and there is room 
for ten beds. All are occu- 
pied. 

Such briefly is our “geo- 
graphy.” We shall continue 
our conducted tour in the 
next instalment. 
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A Bouquet 
For A Liar 


Combermere, the editors 
are proud to announce, has 
among its solid citizens one 
of the most pleasant and 
gifted liars in all Canada. He 
is a liar not for profit, not 
for malice, not for propa- 
ganda of any kind. He is a 
liar for the sheer joy of lying. 
He is, one might say, a true 
liar. He indulges in ridicu- 
lous and funny lies because 
of the amusement it affords 
his hearers. He is a con- 
scientious liar. He is a treas- 
ure. His name is Gid Rose. 
He is our neighbor, our 
friend, our boast. 

A Lying Guide 

Gid is a guide for hunters 
and fishermen; and it is to 
them, almost solely to them, 
that he spins his beautiful 
lies. 

“There’s nothing like a 
good lie,” he says, “‘to relieve 
tensions. Sometimes a man 
is ornery because the fish 
haven’t been biting all day; 
sometimes a party of hunt- 
ers is all snarled up and 
ready to cuss each other out 
because the deer have stayed 
away. Then a_whackling 
good lie, casually told, makes 
everybody happy.” 

People who have hunted 
or fished with Gid ask for 
him whenever they come 
back to Combermere. Some 
feel cheated if Gid is guiding 
someone else. There may be 
guides as good as Gid, these 
say — but who can lie so 
well? 

Gid has, of course, some 
stock lies in his repertoire— 
like the ones lesser liars tell 
about post holes, for in- 
stance. Gid has post hole 
stories too. But different 
ones. 

“Well, you see, post holes 
deteriorate. Especially if a 
man isn’t using them all the 
time. Natural anyway, what 
with the rain and the snow 
and all. You can’t take them 
into the house. You got to 
leave them outside. They got 
to be seasoned, same as any- 
thing else. 

Building A Fence, Gid? 

“Well sir, I had a lot of 
post holes lying around. No. 
I wasn’t intending them for 
a fence. I got live things 
running around my place. 
Don’t need a fence. No sir, 
I was sort of saving those 
holes toward a well. Or may- 
be a tunnel. Or even a mine. 
You never can tell. Lots of 
mines being dug around 
here. And more wells than 
a body’d believe. Those post 
holes would help right con- 
siderable toward an enter- 
prise of that sort, seeing they 
were already dug. Of course 
they weren’t new. There was 
a little dirt in some of them, 
a few dead leaves maybe — 
and here and there some of 
last year’s snow and ice. But 
for all practicable purposes 
those post holes were usable. 

“Yes sir. And then what 
happened? It’s always the 
way. Man thinks he’s 
wealthy and overnight a 
frost kills all his potatoes 
and makes a beggar of him. 
I was rich in post holes. And 
then a terrific wind came 
up and blew every last dog- 
gone one of them four-five 
miles into the bush! Took 
me three days to find them. 
And what do you suppose? 
Every blasted one of them 
was chock-full of sand!” 

But Gid’s masterpieces are 
more along the line of his 
story about the boots. 

A Pair of Boots 


“I was looking for work, 
and there wasn’t any around 














here. So I went North. I went 
as far as North Bay, and 
couldn’t find a lick of work. 
But I had some luck in 
North Bay. I found a shoe- 
maker who wanted to go to 
Florida. He was so crazy to 
go that I hadn’t much 
trouble persuading him to 
let me handle the shop for 
him during his absence. I 
was afraid he would ask 
what I knew about making 
shoes, or even selling them. 
But he didn’t. He was just 
so crazy to get to Florida he 
never thought to ask. 

“Well sir, that was all 
right with me. The place had 
plenty of food in the deep 
freeze. There was lots of fuel. 
And I had an arrangement 
about any sales I’ might 
make for cash. I was sitting 
pretty. And I was just going 
to write my wife about the 
good luck when in came a 
fellow who wanted me to 
make him a pair of boots. 
Hey! That’s the first time I 
ever heard that boots were 
made by hand. Always 
thought machines’ turned 
them out, stitches and all. - 

“But I acted up to the 
situation. I let the guy pick 
out his own leather; and I 
looked at the design he had 
made of the boots he expect- 
ed, and nodded my head. He 
even had the sizes figured 
out. Everything exact. Boy, 
I felt good. I had never made 
a pair of boots, of course; but 
I was in the business from 
that moment on. And _ it 
looked easy as shooting fish. 

He Boots It 


“But, you know some- 
thing? After I made the first 
boot I didn’t feel so good. 
As a matter of fact I never 
felt so ashamed of anything 
in my life. Oh, you could tell 
it wasn’t a moccasin, or an 
overshoe. But you’d swear it 
looked more like a _ horse 
collar than a boot. I couldn’t 
bear to look at it. I threw it 
under the counter and 
started another boot. 

“Well, sir, just as I had 
about finished this second 
boot in came the customer. 
He took it out of my hands 
and looked at it as though 
it was a savage Indian. I 
thought he was going to 
drop dead, he got so white 
at first, and then so red, and 
then so absolutely purple. 
And the language he used! 
There isn’t a fisherman on 
this river could match him. 

“You know what he said, 
finally? He said ‘That is, 
without any possibility of a 
doubt, the ugliest, the slop- 
piest, the skimpiest, the 
most slovenly, the most in- 
excusable excuse for a boot 
ever made in the Dominion 
of Canada.’ 

One Boot Left 

“Yes sir, that’s what he 
said. But I kept my temper. 
I looked at him very calmly. 
I said I didn’t think the 
boot was nearly that bad. 
At that he got angry. I mean 
really angry. He took a roll 
of bills from his pocket and 
threw it on the counter. It 
came to $216. ‘That says 
this is the foulest crime a- 
gainst leather ever _per- 
petrated by anybody any- 
where at any time’, he shout- 


ed. . 

“I picked up the first boot 
I had made and shoved it 
under his nose. ‘There’s a 
much fouler crime,’ I said. 
‘The money is mine!’ 

“I grabbed the roll and 
dived through the window.” 


THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
cause of the flaming charity 
of so many lovers of Christ. 

The Fruits Are Sweet 

It is this part that I am 

savoring now. Consider. 











After the _ invitation of 
Bishop Coudert came, I tra- 
velled to Whitehorse to look 
over the place we were to 
accept. I was able to do so 
only because a lecture tour, 
oe. months ahead, 
rought me as close to 
Whitehorse as I could be, 
and took me back home 
again. 

One look at the needs of 
the saintly bishop, and I 
accepted the foundation, and 
promised to send three Staff 
Workers from our H.Q., Ma- 
donna House, as early in 
1954 as possible. 

As I rode back home on 
the tiresome train, I pon- 
dered my commitment. 
Three people to send across 
Canada! A journey of four 
thousand miles! Get a truck 
to get them and their sup- 
plies there—for the Mission 
needed a truck in the worse 
way! Then get the supplies! 
Then raise money enough 
for the enlarging of the Mis- 
sion House that was to be 
the home of our Lay Mis- 
sionaries! Install plumbing! 

Collect cookery, kitchen 
utensils, bedding, beds, and 
the thousand and one things 
needed to run a hospice, a 
soup kitchen, a dispensary, 
and a recreation center, that 
also would do some social 
work! Collect enough money 
to buy food for the Staff, the 
sick, and the people who 
must eat there because they 
had nowhere else to go! Big 
money at that! 

The food prices in White- 
horse, where everything has 
to be brought, via diesel 
truck over 1,000 miles of the 
Alcan Highway, are very 
dear. Ten dollars for a bag 
of potatoes. Sixteen for a 
bag of flour. And everything 
else accordingly! 

Cold Sweat — Cold Cash 

As the train _ rushed 
through the _ countryside, 
cold sweat covered me. Not 
because I lacked faith . . . or 
trust in God .. . but simply 
because, being human, I 
suddenly “saw” the vision of 
the whole, of the immensity 
of the work to be done, and 
of the funds to be collected 
so that it could be done! 

I turned to my _ usual 
solace ... the Rosary of Our 
Lady. Slowly, as the Aves, 
Our Fathers, and Glory bes 
followed one another on the 
familiar beads, I relaxed. 
Our Lady of the Yukon, Our 
Lady of Guadalupe, had 
called us to share her lone- 
liness and to help her child- 
ren living amid _ endless 
snows. 

Well, then, She would give 
me words to beg what they 
needed! 

And so it came to pass. 
Our three lucky Staff Work- 
ers have left Combermere. 
Our Lady moved the hearts 
of so many! No wonder my 
thoughts are filled with gra- 
titude. No wonder I keep 
going back to her Chapel, 
asking her and her Divine 
Son to thank each and every- 
one along the route who so 
generously helped our three 
... had showers for them... 
gave them all the necessities 
of life for a while... and all 
the things that will enable 
them to serve those they 
came to serve in that distant 
outpost. 

Other Side Of Begging 


Men, women, married and 
single, youths, bishops, 
priests, and nuns, through- 
out Canada, have been gen- 
erous beyond the greatest 
dreams of ours. Shower after 
shower was given all along 
the route. Hospitality was 
extended. Friendship was 
given. And many saintly 
blessings were given also. 

Yes, there is another side 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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(Continued from Page Three) 
to the hard task of begging. 
It is the receiving side. The 
joy of knowing that our 
empty hands are filled by 
holy people who truly love 
God in His poor! They, by 
filling our hands, allow us 
the infinite privilege of dis- 
tributing their love and gifts 
among those who need both 
so desperately. 

Words fail me now. All I 
can and will do is pray, and 
pray again, that Jesus and 
Mary may repay each bene- 
factor of ours a hundredfold. 


=> 


MARYHOUSE TRUCK 











(Continued from Page One) 
They Are Off! 

Mamie started to back up. 
She killed the engine. She 
tried again. She forgot to 
release he brake. She killed 
the engine again. She jam- 
med the brake on again and 
tried to back. She laughed, 
and wiped her eyes, and 
tried it for the last time. 

There was deep sorrow in 
the bell. And there was a 
deep happiness too. Dear 
companions were going far 
away. We might never see 
them again. But they were 
going to do God’s work. They 
were going to represent all 
those who had to stay be- 
hind. 

The truck backed and 
turned, and darted away. As 
it curved into the highway it 
honked a half a dozen times. 
There was the same sorrow 
in that honking one heard 
in the bell. And the same joy. 

That isn’t difficult to un- 
derstand. The hand _ that 
honked the horn and _ the 
hand that pulled the bell- 
rope belonged to sisters — in 
the mystic sense — to child- 
ren of Our Lady, whether she 
be called Our Lady of Com- 
bermere, Our Lady of the 
Yukon, or Our Lady of Gua- 
dalupe. 

There were only three 
Staff Workers in that blue 
truck — which they call 
Mike, or Mickey — and yet, 
in the same mystic sense, all 
the people of , Madonna 
House were riding with 
them. Why shouldn’t there 
be joy as well as sorrow? 





How To 
Judge a Man 


By E. J. D. 











If it be true that one can 
judge a man’s life by his 
attitude toward death, then 
the friends of Jim Wholey — 
who died in Waltham, Mass., 
on the feast of St. Joseph — 
may be sure he had a most 
successful life. 

A successful life, of course, 
means passing the entrance 
exams for a special place in 
heaven. 

Death Is A Friend 

Jim had no least fear of 
death. He had no hatred of 
it. He was not exactly eager 
for it, but, since he knew it 
was coming to him sometime 


— and to all those dearest 
to him — he thought of it 
as a friend. He used to quote 
a few paragraphs he found 
in an early copy of Restor- 
ation, the thoughts of Father 
Cyril, C.P.: 

“Death is not the end- 
ing, but rather the begin- 
ning of life. 

“Death is not a parting 
from loved ones; rather it 
is a reunion with our 
greatest loves. We may 
close our eyes in death, but 
actually open them to real 
vision, face to face with 
God. 

“Death is not a last 
farewell, a long goodbye, a 
leaving of everything we 
know — it is a welcome 
home, a greeting of our 
loved ones, an acquiring 
of all we longed for. 

“Death is and should be 
the greatest joy of our 
mortal existence; for the 
angel of death is Jesus 
Christ. He will wear a 
smile, and it will be a smile 
of welcome from a lover 
who has longed all a life- 
time to see His_ beloved. 
He will whisper, ‘Come, my 
love; it is time to come 
home.’ That is death.” 

Jim once read that little 
essay to his sister, Sr. Mary 
Noel, who was in the hos- 
pital, dying of cancer. 

Joy And Sorrow 

“She was to celebrate her 
silver anniversary on Aug- 
ust 16,” he wrote, “with a 
pontifical Mass ... anda 
‘party’ in the afternoon; but 
she spent it in the hospital. 
This has been hard to take. 
She is and always has been 
such a mild, humble, un- 
noticed little person that the 
sudden end to her life here 
on earth causes happiness 
and sadness. She is 62, and 
in all of those 62 years she 
never once was really happy 
— not happy as you and I 
know it. 

“I believe God kept her 
something like to Berna- 
dette, humble and not too 
smart. She entered the con- 
vent when she was 34. She 
had wanted to be a nun 
since she was 16, but mother 
believed she could not fit 
into convent life because she 
wasn’t smart enough. And 
with no fuss over it, but with 
a deep interior regret, she 
went along in her oh so 
quiet way until suddenly 


day, 1924. 

“Agnes, Sr. Noel, was in 
the convent five weeks later. 
I have always believed God 
arranged to have her called 
Noel, in remembrance of 
mother’s death. It was not 
the name she was supposed 
to have. When she gave the 


the ceremony of her cloth- 
ing, he said, ‘No, no; you 
will not be called that; your 
name will be Noel.’ 
The Cancer Saint 

“T have with me a first 
class relic of St. Peregrine, 
the Servite wonderworker, 
‘the cancer saint.’ But I do 
not want to use it. She is 
now almost in heaven, and 





what better could I desire 


mother died, on Christmas: 


right name to the priest, at| 


for her? ...I am actually 
hoping that God’s will is to 
take her. To be cured, to be 
the center of interest — that 
would be most upsetting for 
her. So I am begging, beg- 
ging, begging Our Lady to 
take her into her most pow- 
erfully protective immaculate 
arms and carry her off to 
heaven. My eyes are ‘dewey’ 
all the time it has taken to 
write this letter. But my 
heart is singing!” 

In another letter he says 
he is praying “that the fame 
of St. Peregrine spread far 
and wide;.that those who 
now suffer from cancer, or 
who shall so suffer, shall 
receive the grace of an earn- 
est devotion to him, and 
through him receive the 
grace to suffer meritoriously 
and with resignation to the 
will of God.” 

The Angelus Hour 

Sister Mary Noel died on 
Feb. 9th, 1953. Jim wrote: 
“She had a most happy and 
peaceful death. One of the 
Sister nurses had a first class 
relic of St. Therese, the 
‘Little Flower’. She placed it 
on Sr. Noel’s forehead and 
asked that Sr. Noel be taken 
at 6 o’clock. And she was. 


“The morning of the fun- 
eral all the world was cov- 
ered with a heavy wet snow. 
As we rode into the cemetery 
it seemed like a child’s fairy- 
land — so beautiful as to 
seem unreal!!! I wondered 
if St. Therese, who loved the 
snow, had not arranged that 
white fairyland. 

“When I arrived home I 
started to look for an ad- 
dress, to which I would send 
stipends for Gregorian 
Masses. I searched through 
a disordered heap of this 
and that. With a sigh of re- 
gret I gave up hunting, then 
found that I had a card of 
some kind in my hand. Curi- 
ous as to what it was I look- 
ed at it closely and read: 
‘Dear Jim — Having a won- 
derful time. Oh! It is so 
beautiful here! Will see you 
Mon. A.M. Love. Sr. Noel.’ 

Voice From Above 

Eddie, it actually seemed 
as if my sister were speaking 
to me from heaven. That old 
post card did strange things 
to me. That ‘Will see you 
Mon. A.M.’ aroused a little 
curiosity. I had asked her, 
once she was in heaven, to 
ask Our Lady NOT to leave 
me down here too long; and, 
honestly, I was curious as to 
what might happen ‘Mon. 
A.M.’ Nothing did. 

“It rains. Angels weep for 
me because I am not in heav- 
en. And the fog is thick. 
Which reminds me. A Swed- 
ish friend once asked me 
what could be thicker than 
a dumb Swede. The answer 
was ‘two smart Irishmen.’ 
(I love that Swede.)” 

Jim ended this particular 
letter with something of a 
prophecy — which was rare 
for him. “We seem to be 
approaching a time when a 
great punishment will come 
on the world, a punishment 
that will destroy things and 





people that God can no long- 
er stand.” 





It may be hazarded that 
Jim had no fear of punish- 
ment either — since he had 
little or nothing to be pun- 
ished for. 





Prayer To Our Lady 


By Rev. G. L. Gales 
(pre-Elizabethan) 











Look kindly where 
people are, ‘ 

Mary of Homes, keep trouble 
far. 


Shelter beneath thy prayers’ 
wings, 

Mary of Roses, all young 
things. 


Send us high skies, blue days 
and fair, 


poor 


Mary of Swallows, bless the 


air. 

All wandering men abroad at 
night— 

Mary of Candles, give them 
light! 


Make a wide space behind 
their bars 

For prisoners, Mary of the 
Stars. 


Send balm on aching eyes 
that weep 

In woods of summer, Mary 
of Sleep. 


Pray for me as I ring thy 
chimes 

In my poor belfry, Mary of 
Rimes. 


The Twelfth Station 
Of The Cross 


By Catherine 














Alone, 

God-Man— 

He hung 

Between 

Heaven and earth; 
Fruit of the Tree.. 
Love Incarnate! 


Death crouched 
At His feet... 
Afraid to touch 
The Deathless 
One! 


Yet it was to be. 
Slowly, 

Arising 

As in a dream, 
Death 

Stood on tiptoes, 
Tall and slim. 


The crowd that 
Came 

To see Him die 
Felt fear 

And cold 

Enter their hearts. 


With awe 

And gentleness 
Death touched 
His lips... 
He blessed 

Her back 

With just 

One glance 
And died 

Of Love. 


Since then 
Death became— 
LIFE. 
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Staff Workers of Friend- 
ship House (Canadian 
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Who Will 


Answer This? 











Immaculate Heart of 
Mary Seminary, 

Laoag, Ilocos Norte, 

Philippines. 


Dear Editor: 


Most probably this letter 
is the first of its kind that 
has ever reached your desk. 
I am one of those preparing 
for the great task of making 
Christ loved more, His teach- 
ings followed, in short, of 
making men’s lives “become 
Christo-centric.” Are they 
not dear to your heart, these 
who are to continue Christ’s 
redemptive work? This sub- 
lime work, God willing, will 
soon be a real responsibility 
on my part, I having already 
finished my first year study 
of philosophy. Five years 
more to go before I shall 
realize that my so called day 
of days has not just been 
merely a dream. But it seems 
I could not come near to my 
goal, unless someone of 
Christ’s dispensers of char- 
ity holds out a helping hand 
to me. 

Many a difficulty dots my 
way to the Holy Priesthood. 
One, however, is most insur- 
mountable without anybody 
stretching out a supporting 
hand. I am referring to my 
financial difficulty with 
which I have always been 
confronted since my first 
years in the seminary. Hav- 
ing this in mind, I appeal to 
your help. For the love of 
Christ, would you please ap- 
proach one of the more for- 
tunate souls who are always 
ready to be benefactors to 
their less fortunate brothers? 
I think he will not turn a 
deaf ear to your asking him 
a favor in my behalf. Tell 
him I will never be found un- 
grateful and that I promise 
him my prayers now and 
when on the altar I shall be 


bringing down Christ to be 


adored by, and to bless, the 


people. 
Yours sincerely in Mary 
Immaculate, 
Andres Respicio. 
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